CHAPTER X.
THE END OF THE ISLANDER. ;
Our meal was a merry ene. Holmes
€¢ouild talk exceedingly well when he

. ,and that night he did choose.
; ‘to be in a state of nerv-
tation I have mever known

bim so brilliant. He spoke ona quick
succession of subjects,—on miracle-
plays, on medieval pottery, on Stradi-
varius violins, on the Buddhism of Cey-
lon, und on the warships of the fu-
ture—handling each as though he had
made a special study of it. His bright
humor marked the reaction from his
black depression of the preceding days.
Athelney Jones proved to be a sociable
soul in his hours of relaxation, and
faced his dinner with therair of a bon
vivant. For myself, | felt elated at
the thought that we were nearing the
end of our task, and I ecaught some-
thing of Holmes' gayety. None of us
alluded during dinner to the cause
which had bronght us together.

Wkhen the cloth was cleared Holmes
glanced at his watch and filled up
three pglasses with port. “One
bumper,” said he, “to the success of
our little expedition. And now it is
high time we were off. Have you a
pistol, Watson?™

*l have my old service revolver in
mwy desk.”

“You had best take it, then.
well to be prepared.
&t the door.
six.”

It was a little past seven before we
reached the Westminster wharf and
found our launch awaiting us. Holmes
ered it critically.

*Is there anything to mark it as a
police boat?”

“Yes—that green lamp at the side.”

“Then take it off.™

The small change was made, we
stepped on board, and the ropes were

It is
I see the cab is
1 ordered it for half-past

JONES, HOLMES AND I SAT OX THE DECK.

cast off. Jones, Holmes and 1 sat n
the stern. There was one mhn at the
rudder, one to tend the engines, and
two burly police inspectors forward.

“Where to?" asked Jones.

“To the tower Tell them to stop
opposite to Jacobson's yard.”

Our craft was evidently a very fast
one. We shot past the long lines of
loaded burges as though they were sta-
tionary Holmes smiled with satisfae-
tion as we overhauled a river steam-
er and left her behind us

"We ought to be able to eateh any-
thing on the river,” he said

“Well, hardly that.  But there are
0t many launches to beat us. ™

“We shall have to eatch the Aurora
and she has a name for being a clipper
1 will tell you how the land lies, Wat-
sor  You recollect how annoyed | was
at being balked by so small o thing?"

I“"_&‘U

“"Well, I gave my mind a thorough
rest by plungiog into a chemical

analysis.  One of our greatest states-
men hassaid that a change of work is
the best rest. Soitis. When I'had
succeeded in dissolving the hydrocar-
bon which 1 was at work at, | came
back to our problem of the Sholtos, and
thought the whole matter out again.

My boys had been  up  the
river and down the river withont
result. The launch was not at

any landing stage or wharf, nor had it
returned.  Yet it could hardly have
been scuttled to hide their traces—
though that always remained as a pos-
sible hypothesis if all else failed. 1
knew that this man Small had a cer-
tain degree of low cunning, but | did
not think him ecapable of anything in
the nature of delicate finesse. That is
usually a product of higher edueation.
] then reflected that since he had cer-
tainly been in London some time—as
we had evidence that he maintained a
centinual watch  over Pondicherry
lodge—he could hardly leave at a mo-
ment’'s notice, but would need some
little time, if it were only a day, to
arrange his affairs. That was the bal-
ance of probability, at any rate.”

“It seems to me to be a little weak,”
said I. “It is more probable that he
had arranged his affairs before ever he
et out upon his expedition.”

“No, I hardly think so. This lair of
his would be too valuable a retreat in
case of need for him to give'it up until
he was sure that he could do withouat
it. But e second consideration struck
me:  Jonathan Small must have felt
that the peculiar appesrance of his
companion, however muech he may
have top-coated him, would rive rise
to gossip, and possibly be associated
with this Norwood tragedy He was
quite shirp enongh to see that. They
had staried from their headquarters
under cover of darkness, and he
would wish to get back before it was
broad light. Now, it was past three
o'clock. according to Mrs. Smith, when
they ot the boat. It wonld be quite
bright, and people would be about in
an hour or so. Therefore. | argued,
they did not go very far. They paid
Smith well to hold his tongrae, reserved
iis launch for the final escape, and

Wwhen they had time to $te what view
the papers took, ani whether there
was any suspicion, they would make
their way under cover of darkness to

some ship at Gravesend or in the
Downs, where no doubt they had al-
ready arranged for passages to America
or the eolonies.™

“But the launch? They could not
have taken that to their lodgings.”
“Quite so. 1 argued that the launch
must be no great way off, in spite of
its invisibility. I then put myself in
the place of Small, and looked at it as
a man of hiscapacity would. He would
probably consider that to send back
the launch or to keepitata wharf wounld
make pursuit easy if the police did
happen to geton his track. How, then,
could he conceal the launch and yet
have her at hand when wanted? 1
wondered what I should do myself if 1
were in his shoea 1 could only think
of one way of doing it. I might hand
the launch over to some boatbuilder
or repairer, with directions to make a
trifling change in her. Shewould then
be removed to his shed or yard, and so
be effectually concealed, while at the
same time I could have her at a few
hours’ notice.”

*That seems simple enough.”

*It is just these very simple things
which are extremely liable to be over-
looked. However, I determined to act
on the idea. I started at once in this
harmless seaman’s rig and inquired at
all the yards down the river. 1 drew
blank at fifteen, but at the sixteenth—
Jacobson's—I learned that the Aurora
had been handed over to them two
days ago by a wooden-legged man,
with some trivial directions as to her
rudder. ‘There ain't naught amiss
with her rudder,” said the foreman.
‘There she lies, with the red streaks.’
At that moment who should come down
but Mordecai Smith, the missing
owner? He was rather the worse
for liquor. 1 should not, of course,
have known him, but he bellowed
out his name and the name of his
launch. ‘'l want her to-night at eight
o'clock,’ said he—‘at eight o'clock sharp,
mind, for I have two gentlemen who
won't be kept waiting.” They had evi-
dently paid him well, for he was very
flush of money, chucking shillings
about to the men. I followed him some
distance, but he subsided in an ale
house; so I went back to the yard, and,
happening to pick up one of my boys
on the way, | stationed himasa sentry
over the launch. He is to stand at the
water's edge and wave his handkerchief
to us when they start. We shall be
lying off in the stream, and it will bea
strange thing if we do not take men,
treasure and all.™

**You have planned it all very neatly,
whether they are the right men or
not," said Jones; “but if the affair
were in my hands [ should have had
a body of police in Jacobson's yard,
and arrested them when they came
down.™

*“Which would have been never. This
man Small is a pretty shrewd fellow.
He would send a scout on ahead, and if

anything made him suspicious he

would lie snug for another week.”
“But you might have stuck to

Mordecai Smith, and so been led to

their hiding-place.™ said 1.

“In that case | should have wasted
my day I think thatit is a hundred
to one against Smith knowing where
they live. As long as he has liquor
and good pay, why should he ask ques-
tions? They send him messages what
todo. No, I thought over every pos-
sible course, and this is the best.™

While this conversation had been
proceeding, we had been shooting the
long series of bridges which span the
Thames As we passed the eity the last
rays of the sun were gilding the eross
upon the summit of St. Paul's It was
twilight before we reached the tower

“That is Jacobson's yard,™ said
Holmes, pointing to a bristle of masts
and rigging on the Surrey side
“*Cruise gently up and down here under
cover of this string of lighters” He
took a pair of night glasses from his
pocket and pazed some time at the

shore. *I see my sentry at his post,”
he remarked, “but no sign of a hand-
kerchief.”

“Suppose we go down stream a short
way and lie in wait for them,” said
Jones, eagerly. We were all eager by
this time, even the policemen and stok-
ers, who had a very vague idea of what
was going forward.

“We have no right to take any-
thing for granted,” Holmes answered.
“It is certainly ten to one that they go
down stream, but we cannot be certain.
From this point we can sce the en-
trance to the yard,and they can hardly
sce us. It will be a elear night and
plenty of light. We must stay where
we are. See how the folk swarm over
yonder in the gaslight.”

“They are coming from work in the
yard.”

"Dirty-looking raseals, but I sup-
pose every one has some little immortal
spark concealed about him. Yon
would not think it, to look at them.
There is no a priori probability about
it. A strange enigma is man!”

“'Some one calls him a soul concealed
in an animal,” I suggested.

“Winwood Reade is good upon the
subject,” said Holmes. *He remarks
that, while the individual man is an
insoluble puzzle, in the aggregate he
becomes a mathematical certainty.
You can, for example, never foretell
what any one man will do, but yon can
say with precision what an average
number will be up to. Individuals
vary, but percentages remain constant.
So says the statistician. But dol see a
handkerchief? Surely there is a white
flutter over yonder.”

“Yes, it is your boy," I eried.
see him plainly.”

“And there is the Aurora,” exclaimed
Holmes, *“and going like the devill
Full speed aliead, engineer. Make
after that lannch with the yellow

“I can

uried to their lodgings with the
asure-box. Io' a couple of nights, J

light. By heaven, | shall never for-
give myself if she proves to have the
heels of us!”
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She had slipped unseen through the
yard entrance and passed behind two
or three small craft, so that she had
fairly got her spewd up before we saw
her. Now she was flving down the
stream, near in to the shore, going at a
tremendous rate. Jones looked gravely
at her and shook his head.
“‘She is verv fast," he said.
if we shall cateh her™

“We must cateh her!” eried Holmes,
between his teeth. “Heap it on,
stokers! Make her do all she can! If
we burn the boat we must have them!”
We were fairly after her now. The
furnaces roared. and the powerful en-
gines whizzed and clanked, like a great
metallic heart. Her sharp, steep prow
cut through the still river water and
sent two rolling waves to right and to
left of us. With every throb of the en-
gines we sprang and quivered like a
living thing. One great yellow lan-
tern in our bows threw a long, flicker-
ing funnel of light in front of us.
Right ahead a dark blur upon the wa-
ter showed where the Aurora lay, and
the swirl of white foam behind her
spoke of the pace at which she was go-
ing. We flashed past barges, steamers,
merchant-vessels, in and out, behind
this one and round the other. Voices
hailed us out of the darkness, but still
the Aurora thundered on, and still we
followed close upon her track.

“Pile it on, men, pile it on!™ cried
Holmes, looking down into the engine-
room, while the fierce glow from be-
low beat upon his eager, aquiline
face. *“‘Get every pound of steam you
can.”

*I think we gain a little,” said Jones,
with his eyes on the Aurora.

*1 am sure of it,” said I. “We shall
be up with her in a very few min-
utes.”

At that moment, however, as our
evil fate would have it, a tug with
three barges in tow blundered in
between us. It was only by putting
our helm hard down that we avoid-
ed a collision, and before we could
round them and recover our way the
Aurora had gained a good two hun-

“I doubt

“AND THERE 15 THE AURORA!" EXCLAIMED
HOLMES.

dred’ yards. She was still, however,
well in view, and the murky uncertain
twilight was settling into a clear star-
lit night. Our boilers were strained
to their utmost, and the frail shell vi-
brated and creaked with the fierce en-
ergy which was driving usalong. We
had shot through the pool past the
West India docks, down the long Dept-
ford Reach. and up again after round-
ing the Isle of Dogs. The dull blur in
front of us resolved itself now clearly

enough into the dainty Aurora.  Jones
turned our searehlight upon her, so

that we could plainly see the figures
upon her deck. Une man sat by the
stern, with something black between
his kneesover which he ste N'iil.'r!. Leside
him lay a dark mass which looked like
a Newfoundland dog. The boy held the
tiller, while against the red glare of
the furnace | could sce old Smith,
stripped to the waist, and shoveling
conls for dear life. They may have had
some doubt at first as to whether we
were really pursuing them, but now as
we followed every winding and turn-
ing which they took there conld no
longer be any question about it. At
Greenwich we wereabout three hundred
paces behind them. At Blackwall we
could not have been more than two
hundred and fifry I have coursed

many creatures in many conntries dur-
ing my checkered enreer, but never did
sport give me such o wild thrill as this
mad, flying man hunt down the
Thames. Steadily we drew in upon
them, yard by yard. In the silence
of the night we could hear the
panting and clunking of their ma-
chinery. The man in the stern still
crouched upon the deck, and his arms
were moving as though he were busy,
while every now and then he wounld
look up and measure with a glance the
distance which still separated us.
Nearer we came and nearer. Jones
velled to them to stop. We were not
more than four boats' lengths behind
them, both boats flying at & tremen-
dous pace. It was a elesr rench of
the river, with Barking leve! apon
one side and the melancho.y Plum-
stead marshes upon the other. At
our hail the man in the stern sprang
up from the deck and shook his two
clinched fists at us, cursing the while
in a high, cracked voice. He
was a good-sized, powerful man,
and as he stood poising himself
with legs astride I could see that from
the thigh downwards there was but a
wooden stump upon the right side. At
the sound of his strident, angry cries
there was movement in the huddled
bundle upon the deck. Itstraightened
itself into a little black man—the
smallest I have ever seen—witha great,
misshapen head and a shockof tangled,
disheveled hair. Holmes had already
drawn his revolver, and I whipped out
mine at the sight of this savage, dis-
torted creature. He was wrapped in
some sort of dark ulster or blanket,
which left only his faece exposed; but

that face was enough to give a man s
sleepless night. Never have I seen
features so deeply marked with all bes-
tiality and eruelty. His small eyes
glowed and burned with a somber light,
and his thick lips were writhed back
from his teeth, which grinned and chat-
tered at us with a half animal fury.

“Fire if he raises his hand,” said
Holmes, quietly. We were within a
boat’s length by this time, and almost
within touch of our quarry. 1 can see
the two of them now as they stood, the
white man with his legs far apart,
shrieking out curses, and the unhal-
lowed dwarf, with his hideous face, and
his strong yellow teeth gnashing at us
in the light of our lantern.

_It was well that we had so cleara
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BHOOE HIS TWo COLINCHED FISTS
AT Us.

view of him. Even as we looked he
plucked out from under his covering a
short, round piece of wood, like a
school ruler, and clapped it to his
lips. Our piswols rang out together.
He whirled round, threw up his
arms, and with a kind of chok-
ing cough fell sideways into the
stream. 1 caught one glimpse of his
venomous, menacing eyes amid the
white swirl of the waters. At the
same moment the wooden-legged man
threw himself upon the rudder and put
it hard down, so that his boat made
straight in for the southern bank,
while we shot past her stern, only
clearing her by a few feet. We were
round after her in an instant, but she
was already nearly at the bank. It
was a wild and desolate place, where
the moon glimmered upon a wide ex-
panse of marsh land, with pools of
stagnant water and beds of decaying
vegetation. The launch, with a dull
thud, ran up on the mud bank, with
her bow in the air and her stern flush
with the water. The fugitive sprang
out, but his stump instantly sank its
whole length into the sodden soil. In
vain he struggled and writhed. Not
one- step could he possibly take
either forwards or backwards. He
yelled in impotent rage, and kicked
frantically into the mud with his other
foot, but his struggles only bored his
wooden pin the deeper into the sticky
bank. When we brought our launch
alongside he was so firmly anchored
that it was only by throwing the end
of a rope over his shoulders that we
were able to baul him out, and to drag
him, like some evil fish, over our side.
The two Smiths, father and son, sat

sullenly in their launch, but came
aboard meekly enough when com-
manded. The Aurora herself we

hauled off and made fast to our stern.
A solid iron chest of Indian workman-
ship stood upon the deck. This, there
could be no question, was the same
that had contained the ill-omened
treasure of the Sholtos.  There was no
key, but it was of considerable weight,
s0 we transferred it carefully to our
{ own little cabin As we steamed
slowly upstream again, we flashed our
| search-light in every direction, but
there wus no sign of the islander.
Somewhere in the dark ooze atthe

bottom of the Thames lie the bones of
that strange visitor to our shores.

“See here,” said Holmes, pointing to
| the wooden hatchway. “We were
hardly guick enough with our pistols.,”
There, sure enough, just behind
| L
where we had been standing, stuck
one of those murderous darts which we
kuew so weil. It must have whizzed
between us at the instant thet we
fired Holmes smiled at it, and
shrugged his shoulders in his casv
fashion, but | confess that it turned
me sick to think of the horrible death
which had pussed so close to us that
night.

CHAPTER XL
THE GREAT AGRA TREASURE.

Our eaptive sut in the cabin opposite
to the iron box which he had done so
| much and waited so long to gain. He
wias a sunburned, reckless-eyed fellow,
with a network of lines and wrinkles
lall over his mahogany features, which
Jtold of a hard, open-air life. There
'was a singular prominence about his
bearded chin which marked a man
who was not to be easily turned from
his purpose. His age may have beer
fifty or thereabouts, for his black,
curly hair was thickly shot with gray.
His face in repose was not an un-
pleasing one, though his heavy brows
and aggressive chin gave him, as | had
lately seen, a terrible expression when
moved to anger. He sat now with his
handeuffed hands upon his lap and his
head sunk upon his breast, while he
looked with his keen, twinkling eyes
at the box which had been the cause
of his ill-doings. It seemed to me that
there was more sorrow than anger in
his rigid and contained countenance.
Once he looked up at me with a gleam

of something like humor in his eyes.

“Well, Jonathan Small,” said Holmes,
lighting a cigar, “I am sorry that it
has come to this.”

“And soam I," he answered, frankly.
*1 don’t believe that I ean swing over
the job. 1 give yon my word on the
book that 1 never raised my hand
against Mr. Sholto. It was that little
hell-hound Tonga who shot one of his
cursed darts into him. I had no part
in it, sir. '] was as grieved as if it had
been my blood-relation. I welted the
little devil with the slack end of the
rope for it, but it was done, and 1 could
not undo it again.”

“Have a cigar,” said Holmes; “and
you had best take a pull out of my flask,
for you are very wet, How could you
expect =0 small and weak a man as this
black fellow to overpower Mr. Sholto
and hold him while you were elimbing
the rope?

*“You seem to know as much about it
as if you were there, sir. The truth is
that I hoped to find the room clear.
I knew the habits of the house pretty
well, and it was the time when Mr.
Sholto usually went down to his sup-
per. I shall make no secret of the
business. The best defense that I can
make is just the simple truth. Now, if
it had been the old major I would have
swung for him with a light heart. I
would have thought no more of if-
ing him than of smoking this cigar.

; But it's cursed hard that I should be

lagged over this young Sholto, with
whom I had no quarrel whatever.”
“You mxe under the charge of Mr.

Athelney Jones, of Scotland Yard. He

i is going to bring you up to my rooms,
I and 1 shall ask you for a true account
; of the matter.

You must make a clean
breast of it, for if you do I hope that I
may be of use to you. I think 1 ean |
— - v -

serambled

prove fhat the pdiso
that the man was deac
reached the room,”

*“That he was. sir. [ never got such
a turnin my kife as when 1 saw him
grinning at me with his head on his
shoulder as T climbed through the win-
dow. It fairly shook me. sir.  1I'd have
half killed Tonga for it if he had not
off.  That was how he
came to leave his club, and some
of his darts, too, as he tells me,
which 1 dare say helped to put
you on our track; - though how
you kepton it is more than I can tell.
[ don’t feel no malice against you for
it. But it does seem a queer thing.™
he added, with a bitter smile, ““that I,
who have a fair claim to nigh upon
half a million of money should spend
the first half of my life building a
breakwater in the Andamans, and am
like to spend the other half-diggin’
drains at Dartmoor. It was an evil
day for me when first I clapped eyes
upon the merchant Achmet and had to
do with the Agra treasure, which never
brought anything but a curse yet upon
the man who owned it. To him it
brought murder, to Maj. Sholto it
brought fear and guilt, to me it has
meant slavery for life.”

At this moment Athelney Jones
thrust his broad face and heavy shoul-
ders into the tiny cabin. **Quite a fam-

“'QUITE A FAMILY PARTY,” HE REMAREED.

ily party,” he remarked *“I think 1
shall have a pull at that flask, Holmes.
Well, I think we may all congratulate
each other. Pity we didn't take the
other alive; but there was no choice. 1
say, Holmes, you must confess that you
cut it rather fine. It was all that we
coulddo to overhaul her.™

“All is well that ends well,” said
Holmes. “But I certainly did not
know that the Aurora was such a
clipper.”

“Smith says that she is one of the
fastest launches on the river, and that
if he had had another man to help him
with the engines we should never have
ecaught her. He swears he knows noth-
ing of this Norwood business.”

“Neither he did,” eried our prisoner
—="not a word, | chose his launch be-
cause | heard that she was aflyer. We
told him nothing, but we paid him
well, and he was to get something
handsome if we reached our vessel, the
Esmeralda, at Gravesend, outward
bound for the Brazils.” -

“Well, if he has done no wrong we
shall see that no wrong comes to him.
If we are pretty quick in catching our
men, we are not so quick in condemn?

Ing them.” It was amusing to notice
how the consequential Jones was al-
ready beginning to give himself airs on
the strength of the capture. From the
slight smile which played over Sher
lock Holmes' face, I could see that the'
specch had not been lost upon him,

“We will be at Vauxhall bridge
presently,” said Jones, “and shall land
you, Dr. Watson, with the treasure-
box. I need hardly tell you that I am
taking a very grave responsibility upon
myself in doing this. It is most irreg-
ular; but of coursg an agreement isan
agreement. I must, however, as a mat-
ter of duty, send an inspector with
yom, since you have so wvaluable a
charge. You will drive, no doubt?"

“Yes, I shall drive.”

“It is a pity there is no key, that we
may make an inventory first. You will
have to break it open. Where is the
key, my man?"

“At the bottom of the river,” said
Small, shortly.

“Hum! There was no use vou giv-
ing this unnecessary trouble. We have
had work enough already through you.
However, doctor, 1 need not warn you
to be careful. BPBring the box back
with you to the Baker strect rooms.
You will ind us there on our way to
the station.”

They landed me at Vauxhall with
my heavy iron box and with a bluff,
genial inspector as my companion. A
quarter of an hour's drive brought us
to Mrs. Cecil Forrester's. The servant
seemed surprised at so late a visitor.
Mrs. Cecil Forrester was out for the
evening, she explained, and likely to
be very late. Miss Morstan, however,
was in the drawing-roem; so to the
drawing-room 1 went, box in hand,
leaving the obliging inspector in the
cab.

She was seated by the open window,
dressed in some sort of white diaphan-
ous material, with a little touch of
scarlet at the neck and waist. The soft
light of a shaded lamp fell upon her as
she leaned back in the basket chair,
playing over her sweet, grave face, and
tinting with a dull metallic sparkle
the rich coils of her luxurianf hair, one
whitearm and hand drooped over the
side‘of the chair, and her whole pose
and figure spoke of an absorbing
melancholy. At the sound of my foot-
fall she sprang to her feet, however,
and a bright flush of surprise and of
pleasure colored her pale cheeks.

*I heard a cab drive up,” she said. “I
thought that Mrs. Forrester had come
back very early, but I never dreamed
that it might be you. What news have
you brought me?”

“I have brought something better
than news,” said I, putting down the
box upon the table and speaking jov-
ially and boisterounsly, though my
he:rt was heavy within me. I have
brought you something which is worth
all the news in the world. I have
brought you a fortune.”

She glanced at the iron box. *Is
that the treasure, then?" she asked
coolly enongh,

**Yes, this is the great Agra treasure.
Half of it is yours and half is Thaddeus

Sholto’'s. You will have a couple of
hundred thomsand each. Think of
that! An ennuity of ten thousand
pounds. There will be few richer
young ladies in England. Is it not
glorious?" -

~1 think that I must have been rather
overacting my delight, and that she
detected a hollow ring in my congratu-
lations, for 1 saw her eyebrows rise a
little, and she glanced at me curiousl y.

“If 1 have it,” said she, “‘1 owe it to
you.” -

*No, no,” Ianswered, “not to me,
but to my friend Sherlock Holmes
With all the will in the world, I eould
never have followed up a clew which
has taxed even his analytical genius.
As it was, we very nearly lost it at the
last moment.”

“Pray sit down and tell me all about
it, Dr. Watson,” said she.

I narrated briefly what had oceurred
since I had seen her last—Holmes' nesw
method of search, the discovery of 1 hie
Aurora, the appearance of Athelney
Jones, our expedition in the evenine.
and the wild chase down the Thames.
She listened with parted lips and shin-
ing eyes to my recital of our adventures.
When I spoke of the dart which had so
narrowly missed us, she turned so
white that | feared she was about to
faint.

“It is nothing,” she said, as I
hastened to pour her some water. *1
am all right again. It was a shock to
me to hear that I had placed my friends
in such horrible peril.”

“Thatisallover,” I answered. It was
nothing. Iwill tell you no more gloomy
details. Let us turn to something
brighter. There is the treasure. What
could be brighter than that? I got
leave to bring it with me, thinking
that it would interest you to be the
first to see it.”

“It would be of the greatest interest
to me," she said. There was no eager-
ness in her voice, however. It struck
her, doubtless, that it might seem un-
gracious upon her part to be indiffer-
ent to a prize which had cost so much
to win.

*What a pretty box!"” she said, stoop-
ing over it. “This is Indian work, 1
suppose?”

*“Yes; it is Benares metal-work.™

“And so heavy!” she exclaimed, try-
ing to raise it. *“The box alone must
be of some value. Where is the key?"

*Small threw it into the Thames,” 1
answered. *I must borrow Mrs. For-
rester's poker.” There was in the front
a thick and broad hasp, wrought in the
image of & sitting Buddha. Under this
I tbhrust the end of the poker and
twisted it outward asalever. The hasp
sprang open with a lond snap. With
trembling fingers I flung back the lid
We both stood gazing in astonishment.
The box was empty!

No wonder that it was heavy
iron work was two-thirds of an inch
thick all round. It was massive, well
made and solid, like a chest constructed
to carry things of great price, but not
one shred or crumb of metal or jewelry
lay within it. It was absolutely and
completely empty

“The treasure is lost,”
Morstan, ealmly

As | listened to the words, and real-

The

said Miss

ized what they meant, a great shadow
seemed to pass from my soul 1 did
not know how this Arra treasure had
weighed me down, until now that it
was finally removed It was selfish,
no doubt, disloyal, wrong. but | conld
realize nothing save that the golden
barrier was gone from between us.

“Thank God!™ | ejaculated from my
very heart

She looked at me with a quick, ques-
tioning smile. “*Why do you say that?
she asked.

“Because you are within my reach
again,” 1 said., taking her huand
She did not withdraw it “Uoeause 1

love you, Mary, as truly as ever a man
Hucau e this treasure,

loved a woman

“THE TREASURE 15 LOST," SAID Mi1Ss
MORSTAN,

these riches, sealed my lips. Now that
they are gone I ean tell you how 1 low
You. That is why | said: “Thank God.* "

“Then 1 say “Thank God,” too,” she
whispered. as I drew her 1o my side
Whoever had lost a treas
that night that ! had galned «

. | knew

LH L

(YO BE CONTINUED.)

Unexpected,

“If you please, sir?"

“*Well, Jimmy?"

“Me grandmother, sir—"

“Aha, your graadwother!
Jimmy."

“Me grandmother an’ me mother—"

“What, and your mother, too! Both
very ill, eh?"

“No, sir. Me grandmother an’ me
mother are goin' to the baseball game
this afternoon and they want me to
stay home an’ take care of me Hitle
brudder.”"—Cleyeland . Plain Daaler.

Go on

Reasonable,

“Doesn't it sound ridiculous to say:
‘The hand that rocks the eradle is the
hand that rules the world? What does
that mean, anyway?"

“Well, the hand usually belongs to a
nurse or servaut girl, and you known
how servant girls boss things."—Cath-
olic Standard and Times.

Embarrassing.

“Who s that fright over there in the
salmon-colored dress

“My sister.”

“No. No. Ab—I didn't mean her—
ah—ah—I meant the one next to her.”

“That's my wife.”

“Do you think Parker wiil be elected ?”
—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

The Dowwa-Trodden Sex.

Mrs, Highup (wearily)—Woman’s
work is never done.

Mrs. Wayup (drearily)—Too true. A
man may ge! rich, and retire from busi-
ness, but a woman mus?® go on making
and recelving calls to the day of her
daath —N. ¥ Wasklv
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POETIC THOUGHTS.

Disinterestec Affzction. ‘
> a fittie felor (ookin' fondig

hie thinks be's "bout the groaie

own in sl this glorlous countegl

H LT
An’ b proud to ko u walkin' han®
han
There's fr ends nn’ there (= fam'iys sy
thizin® when vou zrieve |

" ready fur to answer at yourcall,

is munmner \lhld

v# you best of allf
s you fee! like bracigh

in

re's somethin’ in }
COMP.5 vou te

That the littie fe!
An'

‘.M rd in the game:
Caus Y honestly he is g
win
An Leril love you jes™ the
An any thought in him thed
AR i at | Wre driven 16 the wall
You kbow hLe's Eoin® tand by dad, jes®

where he's a.wa
"Cause the
all

—Washiugtion S:

loves you best off
AT {

Stress or Suasion.
The clock upon the mantel-shelf

With vacs face, stocd still while Hl
Ran on } = a heediess way:

Because his mentor faf oo to chime
The housewife wound ¥ then shook

The stubborn thing ttis side and that,
And beat it sore with sudde n far,

That waked the babe and

scared the ealy

» and so it stood
¥ moeons, [t work undone.

It would not move
For mar

The housewifs asked the time next do‘
Ur guessed it by the marning s sun,

A friend dropped in nilde,
"“AR! what's the mart th this clock?™

“It will not run.*
“Though w
shock."”

the housewife said,
and shaken with g

I

“Well, let me try,™
A drop of

sr

and io! he sant

|
|
|

n Its merry sor

g,
el the .n-c-'.otr;d.ﬂ
and kKeeping time,
So time no mq ANl run away,
—Marzaret Suilivan Burke in Good Hoj
h'.l‘|-![".g
The Land of Regret.
. © gittes are wide, ]
and cloan,

|
|
Have Hean™ |

their headg

=ide by =slde
lead *"Might

there with

But folks
bowed
And heavy evellds wet
For ev'ry corner Is haunted so
In this, “The Land of Regret.”

They meet the ghosts of those olhery‘d

walk
low,

In dreams of memory sweet,

And wet with passionate, frenzied tears
The graves which Jie at their feet;

But never, long as th ives shail last, !
Can they again fc *

Who otice have walked with ghosts of the

Past

In this, *"The Land of Regret.*

They feel the touch of a hand grown stiil,

Its fingers softly press,

Tte tender p n of kizzes thrill 4
Their own 1 cauress &

Al, me!—but pity the folks who stray
Where jong the sun batl set,

And walk with the ghosts wi vre lald away
In tkis, "“The Land of Regret.” <

—Pall Ma!l Gazette. |

Compensation.

And If T have n
Why storm
d

tthat 1o
at Fale

st desire,

and woep her firm

ecree?

What seems most falr
admire,

Pertiaps were

me

If others have

that which I mosg
nnzained by

fairer stili

of beauty

wealth, or nower,

And I perchance lnck riches such .
thesa
Sti] nidden eviis lurk within thels bower,
For every comfort brings itz own dise
ense;
And though my love be scorned when free-
Iy given,
It should mot turn to gall within my
henrt
No love Is iruly lost though freely given—
f m ter part:
r“.] I-..\-'.'—:-ll'i'h—ﬂ-r‘
s, I ay frecly hless or ban,
=Suarah Palimer Byrnes, In Chicago Integ
Ocean, el
The Old Man. .
I tike the German wor tmeans the old,
Thelir n! which aurs came, because
n Wx
More clear the meaning that ne seldomy
knows
Drawn fror I Roman mine of wverbal
wold |
Now o Latl =ee unfold
The beauty of the term which man bge
siow
Upon the a whose head the snows
Of yvears a €. In whose lives arq
nce. For alt moans high,
al d high, or near
‘o 1o d: and the old man
I like o mountain-top, He has passed by
The lowly things of earth, and with no fear,
Whit wned, the Infinite of God doth
sont
=Chester W 3, In N. Y, Independent,
Lullaby.
T.ow, low, by low
Dreamy eves to ='umber go,
1 heard the moon-fay call, T know,
Drop thy tender eyellds so,
By-a, by-o.
Saftly swings the maple bough, i
A cradle for the birds and thou
Nestling on thy mother's breg |
Cradied In that fragrant nes

Sweetly rest, sweetly rest.

The fireflies gleam in grasses tall,
¢ v .

ht

w ol

Swes he mock-birds call,

And v hins kissed thee, sey
By-low, by-low

—0Ola Bmith Woman's Home Come
paniorn

The Mother-Tone.

Never a song that the brecze whispers
low,
Never a n sure that bugles may blow
Like the t apd the
Of the ald-tash!
That babes In the arms of their glad mothe
ers know,
Never an anthem that goes to the thrane
Where angel hosts sing and trumpets are
blown
Like the jow note and clear
That falls on the ear
Of the baby in arms—like the dear mothers
tone, |

=J. M. Lewis, in Houston Post,

A Mistaken Idea. ‘l
Lave 18 not blind, though again and agaln
Such very fair maids wed such very plalm

men,

Such debonalr lads such sedate Iittle
lagsos—

Love is not blind, but wears rose-cals

ored glas=es!

Each sees in his dearcst—how can love be
blind? I

Much more than all others can posasibly
find.

O woe for thelnds and O woe for the lasses,
The day that l.cve [oses those rose-colored

Liass >
=Cathurine Young Glen, in Century,
Elannigan's \Way. .

Caseidy negna’s thinking of go-
In’ into the hauiin’ Luziness. He b()ught
& foine new cure the gay

Casey-—Bul, sliure he has no horse.

Cassidy-—No, but he's goin’ to b
wan.

Casey—Well, that's lolke Flanoagai
He always did git the cart before
horse.—Philadelphia Ledger.
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